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As soon as Stephen saw Catherine stepping
down from the train at Howrah Station in the
early hours of a Saturday morning he knew that
it was Catherine and only Catherine whom he had
ever loved. The newly discovered memory hit him
like a blow. In the darkness of that December
morning, in the murk and cold, in the smell of
soot and train oil and coolie sweat, her sweetness
came back to him, that quality of sweetness spiced
with wit that was peculiarly her own* D. had
said: "Catherine is really one of the little girls,
'sugar and spice and all things nice, that's what
little girls are made of," Funny that he should
remember that now in his confusion. He had for-
gotten her, all these months he had forgotten her,
and the thought of his treachery rushed over him
so that he blushed and stammered.
She came up to him and took his hands and said:
uStephen! It's really Stephen at last!" He saw a
hint of laughter in her eyes and knew she had been
told; at once he was filled with a hot childish
resentment and the thought of Rosa came back to
him. Then he saw her eyes searching his face.
The laughter changed to a puzzlement, almost a
fear, and she said, "Stephen?" gently as if she
were saying, "What have thev done to you, my
poor love?" She pressed his hands, clinging to
them before he turned to kiss D.
When he was with Catherine there was always
that unspoken question, there was always Rosa.
He was as much with the remembered Rosa as
with the real Catherine.